THE FOUNDLING STARS

"All right—perfect. Y ou're the most nearly motionlessthing in the universe.”

Hoey'swords were figurative, of course; whether they were accurate or not depended entirely on
point of view. Rocco Luis and his Ymyrgar wereindeed at rest with respect to Hoey and the
Anfforddus, after more than four hours of maddening effort, but neither machine was motionlesswith
respect to much else. Both were travelling at about four kilometers a second, roughly galactic northward,
with respect to their home port on Rhyddid, seventy-five parsecs away. They were moving a amuch
greater velocity with respect to the far more distant Solar System. With respect to each other, however,
velocity had been whittled down to somewhat |essthan five centimeters ayear.

How long thiswould last was problematical. An automatic tracker was now on duty in Hoey's ship,
trying to hold steady the fringe pattern produced by combining two ultraviolet laser beams, one
originating in hisown vessdl and the other in Luig's, in one of the most precise interferometers ever made.
Since the crafts were about alight-hour apart, however, corrections tended to be late in time and, in spite
of acomputer's best efforts, erratic in amount and direction.

"Nineteen decimals' had been aproverbid standard of accuracy for well over a century; but
achieving it on any but the atomic Sze and time scale was not yet stlandard art.

"That seemsto beit," Hoey repeated. "That meansthat you and | stay strapped in our seats, with no
more motion than we can help, for the next four hours or so. If ether of the instrument platforms on our
ships moves more than haf amicron with respect to the other, alot of time and money go down the
drain."

"I know—I've had it hammered into me as often and as hard as you have." Luig's voice was
undistorted, and the responsesingtant, on the medium communicator.

"Sureyou have," retorted Hoey, "only alot of people wonder whether you redly believeit.”

"WEell, it depends on what you mean by believe. | can figure aswell as anyone where the center of
mass of my ship would goif | sood up; I—"

"I know you can. Y our trouble is that you can't believe it would make as much trouble asthey say.
Just remember that they were even concerned about tidal forces from Cinder over there'—he gestured,
rather usdesdly, at the grosdy misnamed o6e star glaring at them from half a parsec awvay—"and even
went to the trouble of finding a part of this neighborhood where the wind was steady—

"Right there | break connection. Spaceis space. Y ou only worry about wind when you're closeto a
sun, and then it's only a hard-radiation problem.”

"True enough, asarule. Thetroubleis that the usud run of stellar windsinvolves amass dengty of
around ten atoms to the cubic centimeter; hereit's a couple of thousand. It turned out that even that much
mass wouldn't accelerate the ships serioudy unlessthe rdative velocity were very high indeed, but it was
something the planners had to check on. Y ou see what | mean; so stay put. Let's cut the chatter. The
sooner the folksin 'Big Boy' can get to work, the sooner we can breathe comfortably. I'll call 'em.”

Hoey's finger tensed on a button, replacing the microscopic crystd in the activity field of his
communicator with another, whose twin was aboard. "Big Boy"—more formaly, the Holiad. He spoke
without preamble, knowing that someone would be listening.

'We'rein position, and my tracker sayswe're holding. Get the job going while the going's good.”

"Right." The answer wasterse, but not casual. The speaker, a heavy-set, middle-aged man with an
amog fanaticaly intense starein his blue eyes, leaned forward over the console in front of him and began
punching buttons in an intricate sequence. He paused every second or two to interpret the patterns of
light which winked at him from the board. After half aminute or so the pattern became fixed, and he
leaned back, more relaxed.

"Program A isrunning.” A younger man, Sseated a a Smilar console afew yards away, nodded at the
words. At first he did not answer aoud; then he decided to speak, though for severa seconds he was
obvioudy trying to make up hismind what to say. It was easy to make the wrong remark to Elvin Toner.



"D'you think well get full time out of it?" he ventured at last. "Those pilotsare good, but | still wighit
had been possible to use robotships for the key stations. A man can't hold till forever.”

"Sodo|." Toner answered without obviousirritation, and his eyes remained fixed on his console, to
the younger man'srelief. "l dso wish," the director went on, "theat it were possible to use the medium
communicator system directly for automatic control of such things as distance, so asto get away from
light-lag. But until some geniusin your generation works out away to measure the frequency, wave ength,
and propagation velocity of medium waves—or at least, furnishes some evidence that awave
phenomenon isinvolved—weéll haveto stick with eectromagnetic radiation and, at times, with human
beings. Y ou may not likeit, but by the time you reach my age you'l have learned to put up withit."

"I hope not," Ledermann couldn't help replying.

"Eh?Why not?' Toner's eyes dmogt flicked away from hisinstruments for amoment, but didn't
quite.

"I mean that if | learn to put up with inconveniences, it'll be because | haven't been ableto figure out
anything else to do about them. Who wants to admit that?"

Toner grinned. "Nobody wantsto, | suppose, but the honest people do anyway. Hold up; here
comesthe end of thefirst minute; any irregularities on your board?’

"Not so far. | don't know what that proves, though; all we are measuring is what's going into the
generators. We can't touch what's coming out without changing it—"

"Of course." The older man made a gesture of impatience. It's some rdlief, though, to know that
thingsare going in right. | don't know about you, Dick, but Program A is going to be the second longest
couple of hoursinmy life"

"l know," replied Ledermann. It wasthe first time Toner had ever been so frank about his
fedings—even though they were usudly quite obvious from other evidence—and certainly thefirst time
the assistant had felt much real sympathy for the director. Since the younger man was not afast thinker,
the remark left him once more unsure of what to say.

Asamatter of fact, there was probably nothing to say which would have been just right. Toner, like
most middle-aged men, had devel oped a pretty firm persond philosophy and arather rigid set of
fundamenta beliefs. The present experiment involved very heavily one of those beliefs—onewhich
Ledermann did not share.

Although, the assistant thought as he glanced through one of the Holiad's greset view ports, thiswasa
place where it was hard to fed sure and right about anything fundamental.

Space was not dark, though the nebular material which abounds in the Orion spur of the Milky Way
sysemis never very bright even when no planetary atmosphere dimsit. Getting closer to an extended
light source, of course, doesn't make each square degree look any brighter; it merely increasesthe
number of square degrees. From the Holiad's position, most of the sky is nebula-bright; andto a
gpaceman, anything resembling a cloud looks wrong in space. In some directions the stars blaze steadily,
asthey do from Earth's moon; other directions are blacked out by light-years of dust. Some of the dust
itsdlf isbright, for 41 Orionis, named "Cinder" by some humorist who had explored the region earlier, is
only half a parsec away. Not only doesits fierce ultraviolet radiation keep the nebular gases fluorescing,
but itsvisbleis quite enough to light up the dust for immense distances. Not counting its emisson
envelope, Cinder isonly about five timesthe diameter of Sol, which meansthat it looks like apoint from
half aparsec away; but that point illuminated the Holiad dmost as effectively asthe full moon illuminates
the earth. Several other O and B stars flame in the neighborhood; somelook brighter than Venus as seen
from Earth, some reved themselves only by illuminating the surrounding dust clouds, someareinvisblein
the nebulosity. The Orion Spur isone of the cradles of the galaxy.

Unfortunately, the occupants of the cradle are foundlings. The genera circumstances surrounding a
gar'shirth are now fairly clear; ships prowling the cloudier regions of the spiral arms have found themin
al stages of gestation, from gas and dust clouds haf alight-year across and little denser than the
interstelar background, through T Tauri variables hot enough to rediate visibly, to the vast population of
mai n-sequence sunswhose hydrogen fires are safely aight. Like foundlings, while an entire birth has



never been observed in any one case, we know enough to picture the circumstances with some
confidence.

Also like foundlings, however, the precise details of a star's conception are somewhat obscure. It has
been widely supposed for severa decades that random variationsin the dengity of the interstellar medium
arethe key factor—that the law of chance isthefather. Dick Ledermann, young and conservative, had
no trouble accepting thisview. To him, it was obvious that the random "winds" of space must at times
produce a gas concentration so dense that its gravity would override the disruptive tidal force of the rest
of the galaxy—override it enough to produce alocd potentid well ableto trap at least the lower energy
particles of the cloud.

Elvin Toner, nearly twenty years older, had strong reservations about the potency of unaided
datigtics. Like anyone with even amodest grounding in physical science, he redlized the basicaly
gatistica nature of many of the universe'slaws; he admitted that astar could come into existence by the
concatenations of chance which most people took for granted; but he doubted serioudy that the random
motions of interstellar gas could set up the appropriate conditions often enough to account for the number
of observed gars, even dlowing for thefairly impressve lifetime of agtar. He felt sure—it was as much
an article of faith as the normal scientific belief that thereisanatural reason for everything—that some
specific, widespread, underlying process was operating to improve the chance of protostar formation.

He was able to prove that some such process was needed to account for the observed star dengity.
Ledermann was able to prove that it was not. Both "proofs’ were satistica, using the same "laws' of
chance. They differed, of course, in the basic conditions which were assumed. Both sets of conditions
were reasonable; the two hypotheses continued to survive because neither could be checked adequately.
Elvin Toner had spent thirty years acquiring a professona reputation impressive enough to interest a
aufficiently wedthy foundation in doing the checking. And now he had the chance.

It had taken wedth—or its equivaent—and a vast amount of human effort.

The basic check required detailed measurements of the positions, velocities and accdlerations of all
the particles, as exactly as Heisenberg alowed and as nearly smultaneoudy as possible, dong arange of
more than five astronomica units. Since e ectromagnetic energy had to be used, this meant that the best
part of two hours would be needed merely to set up the web of standing waves which wasto serve as
the "framework” of the battery of measuring instruments, which were themselvesforcefieds.

The basic design, of the experiment was standard—even unimaginative. After setting up the wave
pattern, a period would be spent measuring theinitial vector quantities of the particles dong therange.
Fundamentally, the measuring process would be practically instantaneous, but scanning and recording
would use up an hour asthe chain of reading impulsestravelled from the Ymyrgar aong the wave web to
the Anfforddus, from which the readings would be transferred by medium crysta to the mother ship.

Thiswas "Program A" which was now in progress. Electromagnetic waves of amost five hundred
different frequencies, ranging from the blue part of the visible spectrum to the output of ahuge
electromagnet fed by an dternating current source with a three-hundred-second period, were
propagating away from the Ymyrgar, groping their way through the not-quite-empty billion kilometers or
30 which separated the little tender from her sister. Some of the frequencies had been sdlected for their
ability to interact with the atoms and ions known to occupy the space, somefor the fact that they would
not. Some would be absorbed and analyzed by the apparatus aboard the Anfforddus, somewould be
reflected back toward their source to create the standing-wave patterns needed for Program B. Al
would represent awaste of energy if the two tiny ships changed their relative positions by one part in ten
billion billion.

Lights on the control consoles aboard the Holiad recorded the behavior, microsecond by
microsecond, of each separate frequency generator; but the one which Toner never let out of hissight
was that which kept track of the interferometer on the Anfforddus. This'light shoneyellow aslong asthe
origina pattern of fringes remained unchanged; a one-fringe shift one way would carry it into thered; a
smilar changein the other would turn it violet. So far, while there had been at times asuspicion of green
or orangeinitstint, it had held within the English language limits of yellow.



"I think you can relax alittle" remarked Ledermann. "All the generd run of disturbances should have
hed their licks by now; A has been cooking for over half an hour. UnlessHoey or Luis hasafit, their
ships can hardly move enough to make trouble.”

"They both had EEG checks before they were hired.” Toner was not joining in any levity, yet. "I'm
not worried about that possibility.”

"Then why not take it easy? Surely you're not worrying about a meteor.”

"Well—comet nuclel are found pretty far from suns, but | redly wasn't thinking of anything specific.
It'sjust that so little need go wrong to wreck the whole works. Program A isn't so bad, in spite of the
precision we need; but when B getsgoing it will realy mean something. | can't keep my mind off that."

Ledermann nodded. Program B was the experiment itself—the check on the Toner hypothesis. In
assuming that non-gtatistical forces existed which tended to Sart interstellar matter drawing together into
protostars, the astronomer had not fallen back on mysticism. He had computed many combinations of
electric and magnetic fields which should have such an effect, and which might reasonably—or at least
conceivably—exigt dong the arms of the Milky Way. The wave patterns of Program B had been
designed from these computations. Naturaly, phenomenaas complex as, say, the human nervous system
or even the circuitry of atelevison set or the measuring patterns of Program A would be no improvement
on pure chance as an explanation for star formation; such things were too improbable by any standards.
Toner's fields were smple enough so that, in his opinion, they were more probable than random gas and
dust concentrations. They were dso complex and extensive enough so that looking around for examples
of them aready in existence seemed impracticad—so far. Of course, if Program B showed that such fields
would, or could, produce the results Toner expected, he would have little trouble financing such a
search.

If the program failed to give the results Toner hoped for, Ledermann was both unsure and uneasy
about what to expect. Few men can abandon afavorite hypothesis abruptly and completely, and the
need to do so can have painful effects.

Actualy, Toner would not beforced to such an extreme &t first; many more variations on the origina
theme would haveto fail before the whole idea would have to be abandoned. What bothered Ledermann
was the doubt that the foundation would go aong with any such extension of the project and how Toner
would react if it refused.

Actudly he needn't have worried. The director was philosophica enough to take such aproblemin
his stride. Since the younger man had no way of knowing this, he watched his console with even more
anxiety than his director—in spite of what they had both been saying.

But the green lights stared unwinkingly back at them, as the waves spread across space. No news,
with the proverbid implication. The clock was the only instrument which showed change; the clock, that
is, and two human nervous systems.

"Stuff coming in from Hoey'sreceivers,” Ledermann reported abruptly. Toner nodded.

"Ontime," was hisonly answer. Neither bothered to ask, or to say, what sort of stuff was comingin;
the datawas no more meaningful to human senses than were the photons which carried the first Mariner
pictures from Mars. The main thing was that news was coming in; it was being recorded; it could, in due
time, be decoded; and—Program B was due to start.

Both men sat up alittle straighter and stared more tensely at their consoles asthe light patterns began
to change.

Smultaneoud y—the word was as nearly truthful as it had ever been in human history—sets of
electromagnetic fields began to grow around both the Ymyrgar and the Anffordclus.

Neither sat was complete by itsdlf, but this interference would produce something which Ledermann
thought of as ahugelens. The analogy was apoor one geometricaly, but has some excuse from a
functiona viewpoint. Drifting dowly with respect to the surrounding gases, many of whose atomswere
ionized, it should —if Toner was right—tend to deflect their reative motions toward its own "optica
axis" Tothat extent, Toner'sideawas a. Smple one. The precise pattern of fields which should have the



desired effect was somewhat |ess so, as any engineer who has been involved with an eectron
microscope would expect.

Each lens' of the series making up the program was to be followed by a set of reading patterns
smilar to those of Program A, so that itsindividua effect on the motion of the nebular particles could be
measured. In principle, the whole thing was easy ...

"Intervals seem to beright." Ledermann dredged alittle good news out of hislight pattern. "Four
seconds, plus or minus ten to the minus tenth. Interlens distances are within tolerance, 1'd say.”

"If we haven't been too grossly off in computing the refractive index of the nebula—"

"Which ishandled automaticaly by the origind A measures, as | understood the plan. Cam down,
boss."

"All right. You'retaking alittlelouder than usua yoursdlf. | il wish you'd invent amethod for using
the communicator medium for direct viewing; we could see whether these things are building right, insteed
of having to infer from generator behavior—"

"Maybe we could. I'm aconservative; | sill buy the Uncertainty Principle. Evenif we could do
anything with the medium which would make it react to something besides acommunicator crysta, | bet
it would affect the thing we were trying to measure.”

"It doesn't affect the crystals—just the space around them.”

"Not measurably. Has anyone tried to check on them, to within fifteen figures of what werre doing
now?'

"Not asfar as | know. [—Dick! What happened then?"

Ledermann didn't know either. At least, he didn't know in the sense that Toner wanted to. Likethe
director, he had seen every light on his console except the one indicating tender separation turn asolemn
red for afull second, and then switch back to green. If they had been looking away for that second, the
men would not have known that anything had ever been wrong; after the event, the lights stared back at
them, apparently unchanged.

Thefirst thought to occur to both men was that something had happened to the console circuits; the
second, that something had happened to their own nervous systems. Three seconds of checking with test
switches seemed to dispose of the first possibility; and since they had both seen the same thing, the
second was very low on the probability list.

Toner frowned, and spoke very dowly.

"If that is to be taken at face value, everything in both tenders which was putting out program
radiation stopped for about a second and then started up again—all together. That would cause a gap of
about three hundred thousand kilometersin the wave pattern—at each end—uwith the gaps due to meet
in haf an hour; let's see—what would that do to the lenses?’

"If you can work that out in your head, especially with only estimated time data, you didn't need to
st up thisexperiment at al. Y ou must have put the universe together in thefirst place,” retorted
Ledermann. "There's no more chance of telling that than of telling which of my next half million coin tosses
isgoing to be heads.”

"True." For aman whose work was taking such ablow, Toner seemed remarkably detached. "That
would suggest that we should cut off our generators, let the present set of patterns radiate out of the area,
and start over.”

"Wed have to do more than that. The gasin the area has probably been affected by the part of B
which has aready gone out. We'd have to move the tenders to a different areadtogether and set up the
whole works again. Wouldn' it be better to let this program run itself through? We don't redlly know that
the generators did stop; test circuits or no test circuits, | find it eesier to believe that something messed up
the indicators than that the whole set of generators went out and came back on again at once. If we let
things run, the worst that can happen will be the loss of a couple of hours—and we might not haveto
dart over, if thisrunis redly dl right.”

"You're partly right. Letting it run won't cost us much time. But we will haveto do it over anyway; we
won't be ableto tdl if thefirst run wasredly okay until we get the data reduced, which we can't do here.
WEell just have to do the whole thing twice."



And Ledermann dowly nodded his head.

Hoey's reaction, some hours later, was more impressive. He and Luis were celebrating their release,
to the accompaniment of an improvised song whose burden was the supreme difficulty of doing nothing at
all, when Toner broke the news as gently as possible that the whole thing would have to be done over.

He wrapped the information in flattery, lubricated it with &l the soft soap he could bring himsdlf to use
and sweetened it with arespectable bonus offer; but neither pilot accepted the word at all
philosophicaly. They were dtill visbly nettled sixty hourslater when the tenders once more pulled away
fromthe Holiad. Thismay have had something to do with the results.

They did clm down again, just alittle, during the setup of the measuring line, however. Earlier
practice may have helped, for it took them less than ninety minutesthistimeto get their little vessals
"fixed" relative to each other.

"That'sit, Doc!" Hoey's voice was amogt jubilant. Toner, who had pretty well convinced himsdlf by
thistime that thefirst run had redly been dl right, was able to answer in smilar mood.

"Good going—that was very quick work. I'm starting the A tapes now. About how far are you from
where the other run was made?”

"A couple of flight-hours, I'd say; we didn't try to check it exactly. Y ou didn't say it was necessary.”
"Itisn't Relax. And | do mean relax.”

"l know, boss. Were getting used to it. L et thingsroll.”

"They'reralling.”

Even in the cdmer atmosphere of the second run, tension built up alittle during Program A. Even
though this part had gone without avisible hitch thefirst time, there was no way of knowing whether the
unknown interference had a preference for Program B.

Of course, it might have. The programs wer e different —and the word "unknown" certainly wasa
key one. No oneis quite sure, yet.

Toner and Ledermann of course knew to the second just when the Program B interruption, if it had
reglly been one, had occurred; Hoey and Luis knew amost aswell from the physicists account of the
affair. All four were watching clocks; and perhapsit was the tension wound up by the whirling clock
hands which caused the trouble; perhaps not. No one was ever sure. Whatever the cause, Six seconds
before the critical moment, when both scientists were gripping their chair ams and staring frozenly at their
consoles, Hoey sneezed.

It was quite a sneeze, and the fact that Toner heard it clearly through the medium communicator did
not operate to lessen its effects. The pilot's head had been resting in the padded support which formed
part of his seet—the support in which it was supposed to remain through the experiment. The muscular
convulsion of the sneeze snapped that head some twenty centimeters forward and down.

The Anfforddus hed, roughly, amillion timesthe mass of Hoey's head, so its center of mass moved
only about amillionth asfar. Thisamounted to about afifth of amicron. Thefact that thiswaswithin the
et tolerances for the experiment did not at once dawn on Toner—for onething, it would have taken him
amoment to figure it out under any circumstances, and for another his reaction was reflexive rather than
rational. He was like a confirmed anti-vivisectionist reacting to an account of amechanica heart's being
tested on adog; he exploded. He jumped—much farther than Hoey, though fortunately it didn't matter
how much the Holiad moved. He dso began to tak, though just what he said is uncertain —L edermann
charitably wiped that part of the monitor tape, later. It took the younger man some thirty secondsto calm
his superior down enough to listen to reason, and perhaps fifteen more to supply the reason. Another five
seconds passed while Toner actudly recovered control of himself, and started to agpologize to Hoey.

But Hoey did not hear the apol ogy—we think.

In thefifty seconds or so Since his sneeze, radiation from his ship travelled somefifteen million
kilometers. Thisiseasy to compute; it is pretty certainly afact. It may possibly be auseful one, though no
one so far has put it to any redl use.

Thetroubleis, of course, that there is no way to be sure whether the sneeze put any significant



dteration into the radiation pattern which the Anfforddus was broadcasting. This, equaly of course, is
because no one can be sure just how big a change must be in order to be significant.

Toner had just started to talk in anormal tone when Ledermann gave an astonished yelp; and the
director, whose atention had shifted entirely to the screen of the medium communicator, looked back to
hisconsole.

Itslights were out. It was blank. So, when he turned back to it, was the medium screen. And so was
Ledermann's console.

One hundred seconds later, after repeated callsto the tenders had proven futile, the Holiad's captain
snapped her into irrdlevance drive. Between four and five seconds later still, ahundredth of a parsec from
where she had been lying, the research vessd hated again. Presumably she waswithin afew tens of
thousands of kilometers of Hoey's tender, but no sign of the little ship could be detected by eye or
ingrument.

Calls continued to go unanswered. Searchers went out with detection and rescue equipment; the
former gave no response, the latter went unused. Not a particle of solid matter could be found within
light-minutes of either tender's former position; and it was not until much later, when the routine
sample-bottles were being checked back on Rhyddid, that the dightly high count of aluminum atomsin
that particular volume of space was noticed.

Of course, thismay not be asgnificant fact, either.

"And just who wasthat?' The query camein the growl which seemsto be a distinguishing property of
sergeants, whether their linear dimensions be two meters or two hundred astronomica units. It received
no immediate answer. "Well? Who wasit? It came from just about where you should be, VA741. Wasit
you?’

"|—I guess s0."

"You guess s0? A soldier lets out ayelp that can be heard halfway acrossthe spird, and he only
guesses that hedid it?'

"l didit, |—I—"

"You did. Never mind the guessing. Why did you do it? Y ou know why we're here?!

"Yes, Sergeant.”

"Y ou know what we're doing here?'

"Yes, Sergeant.”

"In fact, up to now you've been helping to do it."

"Yes, Sergeant.”

"And you know why we've been sweeping this stuff together.”

"Yes, Sergeant. To clear apath for—"

"Shut up. How much use will the path be if the FHlickersfind it before our boys have achanceto
come through?'

"Not much, | suppose, Sergeant.”

"Y ou suppose. Wdll, | suppose | should be glad it even occurred to you. Now that you've squed ed
like astuck baby, how long do you suppose it will be before FHicker scouts are poking around this
cloud?'

"I don't know, Sergeant.”

"l don't know either, but I'll be very surprised if we drift ahundredth of the way around the spirdl. If it
were possibleto travel faster than radiation, they'd be spearing you before you cleared another cubic

"They may show up anyway; we can't tell yet."

"That, soldier—I use the term loosdly—is the only reason you're not under formal chargesright now.
If we're spotted in the next little while—say, before the cloud you're sweeping up right now startsto
radiate—I'll assumeit wasn't your fault. But if we're found after that, when that squed of yours has
spread out afew hundred parsecs, you'rein for it. What | ever did to be saddled with a—"

"But, Sergeant, | couldn't help it. Something bit me."



"So something bit you. Let it bite! Since when—"

"But | redly couldn't helpit. It did something to my muscles, and | twitched so | thought someone
might spot me anyway; but | relaxed and even damped out the spot with dope. | know how important it
isnot to make a disturbance. The sensation quit for amoment, but then it came back stronger than
before, and before | could take another tranquilizer | cramped up tight al over. | couldn't help giving a
litleydp—"

"Little? It was loud enough to—never mind. | hope you can produce whatever bit you; it may helpin
court. After dl, | suppose anything which can interfere with even adoppy soldier's salf-control might be
usable as awegpon. If we could breed more of 'em—that's an idea. Seeif you can catch it, without
making too much noise."

"I'm afraid | didn't think of that in time, Same. Well never catch that one. The whole businesswas
just reflex, and I'm very sorry, but | swatted it without thinking."

In addition to their voice qudities, sergeants are sometimes known for acertain gift of rhetoric. This
one, DA-6641, of the 44th Company, 6261 Field Engineering Battalion, Army of the Republic of
Whilth, was no exception.

If he had not been careful to use only short radiation in his remarks, they would have been audible
back in Whilth, in the spiral arm of the Milky Way next outward from Sol's. Even with the short waves,
he might possibly have made an impression on the Holiad's instruments; but of course the Holiad wasno
longer there.

Long before he had realy made himsdlf clear about just what sort of poor excuse for asoldier the
unfortunate VA 741 was, both Elvin Toner and Dick Ledermann were dead of old age.



